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Dinner.

Tomato Soup.

Fried Fish.
Tartar Sauee.

Roast lieef.

Horse-Radish Sauce.

Roast Potatoes.

Cauliflower.

Yorkshire Pudding.

Raisin Pudding, Lemon Syrup.

Fruit.   Clollec.

I invite you to look at the map which is at the beginning of
this book, and, having found Rutba, to believe that this very
night a meal of such superb Knglishness i.s ptobably being
eaten in that hut behind the fort i ess wall. In an age of
half-belief, it is inspiring to meet that nu>nd of stern faith
which will recognise in no part of the earth a place that
cannot be made a little like home; that must, in fact, be made
like home before it can be called good. And although wo may
laugh at people who go about the woild taking Knt;lund
wherever they may be, what finer tiling is there to take, about
the world? For one brief hour, as we .sat at the parting of the
ways in this desert, some of us to travel towards the Mediter-
ranean, others towards the Indian Ocean, we sat in peace,
sharing the solid comfort of a tradition built up in generations
of English families.

When George Bryant returned, I looked at htm with
renewed interest. No; he had no woman to help htm. He
had trained the cooks and the waiters himself. Where, did he
come from? Born at Bath, played rugger for UiLstol, entered
the Palestine police force, stationed at Nazareth, left the force,
and had been in the desert ever since. So much I got out of
him in a quick-fire way between his jumpmgji-up and his
sittings-down.

" Enjoy your dinner? Not too bad, is it? " And a frosty
smile came into his eyes for a second. "Difficult? It's
not too easy. You've got to keep them up to Uwt scratch,
That's the secret. You can't let one detail escape you.